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	Decurate Anecdotes

**If you want to send me an AU prompt. I'll see what I can do.**

**Prompt: "I gave you the most heartfelt love letter and you give it back to me with spelling and grammar correction?" "It was a pleasantry." Rucas College AU one-shot.**

**You probably all hate me for posting this and War And Peace before SINAG.**

**Love you all.**

* * *

><p>Lucas Friar had been in deep love with his fellow classmate Riley Matthews ever since they had met. The two had been partners in their Creative Writing class at NYU for the past two years and he had gotten to know her incredibly well. The first thing that he could figure out was that she was absolutely obsessed with proper grammar and spelling. She always spoke correctly and without slang. Every time the had a story due for class she would search through it, correcting any mistake. Any time they would write dialogue he would have to remind her that people spoke with slang and accents and improperly.<br>He thought the pout she would always make afterwords was adorable.  
>He had gotten super close to her. Every other week they would have they would have a new story due. Which meant late nights full of pizza's and salads, Law and Order reruns in the background, and of course: Riley being adorable.<br>He must say though that she had a vivid imagination. While he was in the class because his dream was to be a reporter for Times Magazine, she was there purely to be a writer. And he could see the passion in her eyes. And not just there. Her small studio apartment was completely covered in word art and quotes from books and by authors. In each room books were stacked by the tens.  
>In fact he was a bit worried that she was crazy when he first met her.<br>Adorable: Yes. Crazy: Trick Question.  
>Over time he became used to being in the apartment. After all with the exception of when they met up with friends he was either at his apartment or her's. So he had also adopted these hanging wall quotes into his life.<br>His favorite was one the many she came up with. "Double the jellies, triple the gummies and pay whatever they want because it's candy." He learned that he could bribe her with gummies. She hated how he found her weakness.  
>This time however her constant Type A-ness didn't help them. They needed to create a story involving the psyche and neither knew what to do for a week. Then came the trouble of drafting.<br>So here they were at near one in the morning, the two surviving only on caffeine and gummy bears (Damn you Friar, she said). They were huddled in her "creativity corner" which consisted of beanbag chairs surrounding a low desk. The two decided to write about a man who has terrible commitment issues and is suffering from a physical version of split personality disorder. He was writing the required summary to attach to the front while she was reading over the document for the tenth time, this time aloud.  
>At one point he glanced over at her. She was hunched over the computer, wearing only briefs and a sweatshirt (showing skin was something she got over at the eight month mark of being partners when she had to shower at his place.) Her hair was pulled into a half ponytail and she wore no makeup but to her she would always look beautiful. He smiled at the sight. She was muttering to herself when he realised something. He was in love with her.<br>He was in love with her... Everything. The way she smiled and the way she laughed. Her randomness and obsession with grammar. Her dreams and random pictures of purple cats that he would find slid under the door of his apartment downstairs. He even loved the fact she put ketchup on her Mac and Cheese.  
>"...a look of clouded disappointment. Does that sound right to you," she asked, eyebrows<p>

scrunched.  
>"Huh? Oh yeah sounds great Riles." She looked at him deeply.<br>Screw him for being a sucker for big brown eyes.  
>"Are you okay?"<br>"Yeah just tired," he lied. He couldn't feel any better.  
>"Me too. Thank God this is finally over. We will most definitely get an A." There came the proper grammar he loved.<br>"Can I sleep on the couch tonight?  
>"Don't you mean May I?'<br>"Cut me some slack it's one a.m."  
>"Fine. Of course you can sleep on the couch. Well I'm off. Sleep well."<br>She walked down the short hall to her bedroom while he laid on the couch staring at the TV.

As he laid down he tried to get her off his mind but he couldn't. He just couldn't.  
>"I need to write to her." It was the best way he could think of. He grabbed the laptop and began to type away.<br>Lucas was able to survive on only a few hours of sleep easily. After all he grew up on a farm. This morning their paper was due. When his alarm woke him up, Riley was not yet up so he started some tea. He had grown to like it as she never had coffee in the house. While the water boiled he connected the laptop to the printer and printed out his letter. He had just put it in his bag when she stumbled down the hall. He had learned from previous experiences to not say a word until she had a sip of tea. She drank from her cup while he printed their story.  
>"Good morning," she said.<br>"How soon will you be ready?"  
>"Ready for what? Finish the sentence Friar."<br>"Whatever. Ready for class?"  
>"Give me half an hour."<br>It took her thirty four minutes. He timed her. While she walked down the hall of the building he slid the letter under the door.  
>All through the day he could not stop thinking about that letter. How would she react? He explained that if he didn't share his feelings they could forget about them. But could they?<br>He decided to go straight to his apartment after his economic journalism class. However when he reached the door he found a white envelope. And inside, covered in red ink was...

* * *

><p>"I send you the most heartfelt love letter and you send it back to me with spelling and grammar corrections?"<br>"It was a pleasantry."  
>He was standing in her door with the letter in hand. Instead of sending a response she reviewed his letter and corrected it in red pen. He didn't know whether to be humored or angered.<br>He chose instead to love her for it.  
>"I reciprocate."<br>He couldn't believe his ears. "What?"  
>"You asked if I reciprocate your feelings. I do."<br>"Um... What?"  
>"I love you too Friar! Yes I'll be your girlfriend! Do I have to spell it out for you?"<br>He never remembered a kiss feeling so good.  
>"A+ for effort and technique," she said<strong>.<strong>

**There you guys go.**


End file.
